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You  can  have  a crazy  French  Summer  on  a sou  or  two! 


Here's  how : Sail,  sing  and  dance  your  way  over  on 
a student  ship  for  about  $195,  one  way.  Or  fly  with 
a student  group  for  $250  to  $350,  round  trip. 
Study  at  the  fabulous  Sorbonne  in  Paris  for  just 
$32.  And  live  in  a dorm  for  as  little  as  $15  a month. 
Or  study  French  at  the  College  International  on 
the  sunny  shores  of  the  Riviera  for  a mere  $13. 


And  spend  only  $3  a day  for  room  and  board  there. 
Or  study  France,  itself,  by  traveling  hostel-style. 
Spend  nights  in  colorful  chateaux  and  days  in  the  fa- 
mous French  provinces.  Many  museums  are  free. 
Many  festivals  are  free.  You’ll  make  deep,  exciting 
friendships  and  come  bask,  in  the  Fall,  an  interna- 
tionalist . . . and  smack  on  top  of  your  budget.  Go! 


For  folders  and  information  write:  Dept.  C,  P.0.  Box  #221,  New  York  10,  New  York.  French  Government  Tourist  Office.  New  York  • Chicago  • San  Francisco  • Los  Angeles  • Montreal 
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The  Illy-Id 


Paris,  the  prince  of  Troy,  after  sailing  to  Mycenae  and  enjoying  the  hospitality  of  Agamemnon  and  Mcnelaus, 
stole  Helen,  the  latter’s  wife,  and  sailed  away  again.  This  sailing  back  and  forth  to  Mycenae  was  a marvelous  feat 
considering  that  Mycenae  was  over  seventeen  miles  inland. 

Although  this  maneuver  was  remarkable,  the  fact  remains  that  he  did  sail  to  Mycenae  and  abducted  the  fair 
Helen.  It  was  evident  that  this  abduction  was  on  Paris’s  mind  for  he  arranged  a cocktail  party  to  lure  Helen 


Menelaus  will  never  know  you're  gone. 


But  it's  a matter  of  principle  Menelaus.  She's 
your  wife  so  you  have  to  go  with  us. 


(It  might  be  well  to  note  that  Greece  was  dry  at 
some  alcoholic  refreshment.) 

Nevertheless,  Paris  boarded  his  bireme  with  the 
Historians  point  to  this  gang  plank  even  today.  Had  it 
waged.  But  lowered  it  was — and  Helen  "came  across.'' 

Agamemnon  was  furious  and  prepared  to  take  vei 
inhospitable  way  in  which  it  was  done.  Menelaus  was 
afternoon  meeting  with  a delegation  of  Vestal  Virgins. 


the  time  and  Helen  was  more  than  willing  to  partake  of 

anxious  Helen  coming  across  the  gang  plank  behind  him. 
never  been  lowered,  the  Trojan  war  never  would  have  been 

ageful  action  for  the  seduction  of  Helen  and  the  downright 
also  angry  about  the  incident  because  it  interrupted  his 
Besides  that  he  was  tired  of  his  fourteen  year  old  wife’s 
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Hector,  this  is  Homer,  a Greek  war  corres- 
pondent. He  says  the  Greeks  are  going  to 
try  the  old  horse  gag  on  us. 


Wily  Odysseus,  wily  Odysseus,  well  your 
wily  Odysseus  just  bugged  out  with  his 
ships,  men,  and  forty  slave  girls. 


Part  II. 

In  time,  Agamemnon,  yearning  for  Helen,  and  Menelaus,  tiring  of  his  social  obligations,  decided  to  get  away 

from  it  all. 


Agamemnon  issued  a bill  increasing  the  tuition  at  the  University  of  Athens  in  order  to  collect  enough  money 
to  wage  war  on  the  Trojans. 

They  gathered  together  a fleet  of  1000  ships  which  were  assembled  in  the  Mycenean  Harbor.  In  order  to 
accomplish  this  feat,  they  had  to  build  launching  ways  seventeen  miles  long. 

Sailing  the  Mediterranean  Sea  lying  between  Argives  and  Illium  was  the  only  way  the  Greeks  could  travel. 
They  were  disappointed,  however,  as  they  hoped  to  be  able  to  try  the  overland  route  afforded  them  in  the  Red  Sea, 
unaccostumed  as  they  were  to  sailing  on  the  water. 

Sometime  after  leaving  Achea,  the  fleet  was  high  and  dry  on  the  shore  of  Troy,  which  was  not  seventeen 
miles  inland.  The  Argive  force,  streaming  from  the  ships  in  their  armour  and  carrying  various  destructive  devices, 
put  on  quite  a show.  . Continued  on  page  19 


Well  Agarnmemnon,  I've  doctored  Homer's 
reports,  now  it  I&oks  like  we  won. 
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We  were  sitting  around  talking  the 
other  day  (isn’t  this  a quaint  way  to 
get  into  an  editorial?)  and  our  con- 
versation chanced  to  fall  on  the 
"Value  of  a college  education.”  Every- 
one in  these  49,  or  is  it  50,  states  of 
ours  agrees  that  "you  can't  get  any- 
where without  a college  education.” 
Nobody  seems  to  know  where  any- 
where is,  but  wherever  it  is,  you 
can't  get  there  without  a college  edu- 
cation. 

Here  on  campus  little  changes. 
E'reshmen  women  still  claim  that  the 
Commons  food  keeps  their  weight 
down,  and  freshmen  men  still  claim 
it  keeps  something  else  down.  Ya-Hoo 
has  been  accused  of  coming  out  not 
enough  and  coming  out  too  much,  and 
the  Collegian  has  been  accused  of 
coming  but  too  much.  And  the 
'’Quarterly,”  rather  than  save  on 
printin'-  costs  by  'renaming  their 
■magazine  the  "Three-Quarterly,”  have 
dubbed  themselves  "The  Massachu- 
setts Literary  Magazine.” 

This  being  the  last  of  the  present 
editorial  board  s Ya-Huos  and  looking 

O 


back  at  the  past  year  and  the  wonder- 
ful cooperation  we  have  received 
from  institutions  such  as  the  Student 
Senate,  Collegian , and  assorted  fana- 
tical dorm  presidents  and  illiterate 
editorialists,  we  of  Ya-Hoo  feel  just- 
fied  in  telling  all  our  little  friends  to 
Go  to  Hell,  but  in  the  cause  of 
remedying  overpopulated  areas,  we 
shall  withhold  our  sentiments. 

As  is  traditional  in  parting  senti- 
ments we  should  like  to  thank  the 
people  who  made  our  year  possible: 

To  the  Collegian — who  graciously 
allowed  us  to  use  one  of  their  smaller 
filing  cabinets  as  an  office. 


To  the  Student  Senate  — who 
thoughtfully  kept  reminding  us  that, 
we  could  put  out  a three-thousand 
dollar  magazine  for  $133.50. 


To  the  President  of  Brooks  Dorm 
tor  reminding  us  that  it’s  possible  to 
be  both  ignorant  and  distasteful. 


To  the  R.O.T.C.  Department— for 
just  being  themselves  and  providing 


any  humor  magazine  with  a wealth 
of  material. 


To  the  girls  at  Amherst  Junior 
High— for  making  the  annual  Ya- 
Hoo  Christmas  party  a rollicking 
success. 


And  finally,  to  the  other  three  guys 
who  comprise  the  staff  of  this 
magazine. 

Seriously,  for  a moment,  we  should 
like  to  call  special  attention  the  fine 
work  done  by  this  issue’s  cover  artist, 
Jim  Trelease.  It  is  seldom  that  the 
staff  of  Ya-Hoo  is  fortunate  enough 
to  find  such  new  and  necessary  talent. 
Needless  to  say  we  offered  Jim  a 
quarter  of  the  profits  and  upped  our 
staff  to  four.  . , 

Beginning  next  issue  Wes  Honey 
will  serve  as  Editor  of  Ya-Hoo  as- 
sisted by  his  equally  talented  and 
neurotic  Assistant  Editor,  Tracy  Wil- 
son. In  the  future  we  hope  that  our 
office  will  be  flooded  with  material 
in  hopes  that  Ya-Hoo  will  be  truly 
representative  of  student  thought  and 
humor. 
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When  the  switchboard  gal  at  a fash- 
ionable hotel  answered  a ring  at  six 
ayem  a drunk  asked,  "Shay,  Honey, 
what  time  dosh  the  bar  open.” 

"Nine  o'clock,  sir,"  was  her  reply. 
A half  hour  later  the  same  drunk 
asked  the  same  question. 

Finally  at  eight  o'clock  the  drunk, 
now  cockeyed,  called  again.  This  time 
the  perturbed  switchboard  gal  an- 
swered impatiently,  "For  the  third, 
and  I hope  the  last  time,  you  can’t 
get  into  the  bar  until  nine  ayem.” 
'GET  IN!"  screamed  the  drunk, 
"I'm  trying  to  get  out.” 


The  chariot  stopped  and  the  hitch- 
hiker climbed  in.  As  the  driver  lashed 
the  horses  he  handed  the  hitchhiker  a 
bottle,  saying,  "Want  a drink?" 

"Scfre,”  said  the  h.h.,  but  upon  see- 
ing the  whiskey  was  "Old  Uncle  Hat- 
tlet's  Apple  Orchard  Squeezings,”  he 
coughed  and  said,  "On  second  thought, 
maybe  I'd  better  not.  I've  got  a bad 
throat.” 

The  driver  whipped  out  a dagger 
and  pointed  it,  saying,  "Oh,  yes,  you're 
going  to  have  a drink.” 

The  hitchhiker  gulped,  tilted  the 
bottle  and  forced  down  a big  swallow. 
As  he  sputtered  and  wheezed,  the  driv- 
er said  happdy,  "Now  you  hold  the 
knife  on  me  while  I take  a drink.” 


A Sunday  School  teacher  was  show- 
ing her  class  a picture  of  the  Christian 
martyrs  in  a den  of  lions.  One  little 
boy  looked  very  sad  about  it. 

"Gee,”  he  exclaimed,  "Look  at  that 
poor  lion  way  in  the  back.  He  won’t 
get  any.” 
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History  records  that,  in  the  fourteenth  century,  the  French  kingdom  was  swept  by  numerous  swift  and 
bloody  revolts  of  the  peasants.  These  rebellions  were  crushed  with  incredible  ferocity  by  coalitions  of  nobles  and, 
if  the  king  was  on  good  terms  wills  the  nobles  involved,  with  the  aid  of  royal  troops.  Disgusted  by  their  own 
miserable  position  and  the  grinding  injustices  of  their  masters,  the  wretchedly  foul  and  animal-like  peasant  turned 
on  the  nobles  in  fierce  revolts  called  jacqueries  from  the  contemptuous  term  "Jacc/ues"  applied  to  the  peasants.  Here 
yon  have  the  story  of  a twentieth  century  peasant  revolt  called  . . . 
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from  a contemptuous  term  applied  to  the  peasants. 


The  first  outbreak  was  late  on  a 
Saturday  afternoon  in  late  November. 
The  University  had  just  lost  its  last 
football  game  of  the  season.  The  sea- 
son's score  was  none  won,  fourteen 
lost,  in  keeping  with  University  tradi- 
tion. A rainstorm  was  coming;  light- 
ning was  flashing  to  the  west,  over 
the  Connecticut  River.  A heavy 
silence  hung  over  the  ancient  and 
odoriferous  Chateau  de  Currie  Hiques, 
w'here  the  Due  de  McGuirk's  battle- 
ments were  sporadically  outlined 
against  the  darkening  sky  by  sudden 
flashes  of  lightning.  Slowly  a mob 
began  to  gather  before  the  Chateau, 
and  stood  glowering  at  the  high 
towers  in  ominous  silence. 

Within,  in  a high  apartment,  the 
Due  de  McGuirk  sat  drinking  wine 
(for  these  were  older,  w'etter,  days) 
with  his  vassal,  Baron  Charlemagne 
O'Rourke.  "Hast  been  a hard  season, 
Charlie,”  remarked  the  Duke. 

"Aye,  Sire,”  mused  the  faithful 
vassal,  blowing  bubbles  in  his  wine. 
"There  are  times  when  I consider  giv- 
ing back  my  fief  and  going  to  Cali- 
fornia to  raise  chickens.” 

The  Duke  raised  a hand  in  pro- 
test. "Nonsense,  Charlie,  mon  amie; 
we’ve  been  together  for  too  many 
years.  I’d  feel  lost  without  your 
staunch  . . .”  McGuirk  was  inter- 
rupted by  the  appearance  of  his 
seneschal,  Bischoff,  who  announced 
with  some  agitation  that  a mob  of  stu- 


dents was  glowering  at  the  chateau 
in  ominous  silence.  "What  do  they 
want?”  the  Duke  asked. 

"They  say  they  want  Charlemagne 
O’Rourke  given  to  them”  was  the 
reply. 

"Warren!”  squeeked  the  Baron. 
"You  aren't  thinking  . . .” 

"Preposterous!”  the  Duke  stormed 
as  he  strode  to  the  high  glass  doors 
and  pulled  aside  the  heavy  drapes. 
He  looked  out  at  the  darkening 
scene,  lit  now  by  a few  torches.  "Why 
these  are  my  boys!  Athletes  and  Phys 
Ed  majors  for  the  most  part!  I’ll 
speak  to  them  . . .”  He  opened  the 
door,  smiling,  and  stepped  out  on  the 
battlement.  Instantly  he  was  tackled 
and  knocked  down  by  O'Rourke  as  a 
barrage  of  bricks  and  stones  fell 
about  them  and  shattered  the  glass. 
The  Duke  struggled  to  his  feet,  his 
face  purple.  "Those  dumb  jocks!”  he 
shouted.  "I’ll  show  them  who’s  boss 
here ! I’ll  take  away  their  Barber 
Scholarships  by  Gcd!”  More  rocks 
sped  through  the  air,  and  both 
nobles  retreated  into  the  Duke’s 
chambers.  There  they  u'ere  joined  by 
the  seneschal  saying  that  the  mob  was 
\battering  down  the  main  gate. 

"Raise  the  drawbridge!”  roared 
McGuirk,  taking  command  of  the 
situation.  "Lower  the  portcullis!  Heat 
the  boiling  pitch!  Every  man  to  his 
post;  you  got  your  car  out  back, 
Charlie?  Thought  so;  c’mon.” 


As  the  storm  finally  broke  with  a 
crash  of  thunder,  the  mob  rolled 
over  the  chateau  like  an  angry  sea. 
Men  were  put  to  the  sword,  secre- 
taries ravished,  the  building  looted 
and  finally  set  afire. 

The  flames  flickered  in  the  rear 
view  mirror  of  an  automobile  speed- 
ing away  into  the  rain-lashed  black- 
ness. 

* * * 

The  Due  de  McGuirk  lost  no  time 
in  moving  against  the  rebels.  Such  of 
his  vassals  as  survived  the  battle  at 
the  chateau,  now  mostly  a heap  of 
rubble  and  ashes,  rallied  to  the  Duke’s 
standard  and  temporary  quarters  in 
the  Stockbridge  barns.  The  deans  of 
the  University  were  called  upon  to 
render  knight  service;  the  female 
deans  contributed  night  service.  The 
forces  of  authority  began  to  muster. 

In  a stormy  staff  meeting  the 
deans  gathered  with  the  Duke  and  a 
Gurnsey  cow  to  decide  their  policy. 
The  dean  of  the  School  of  Engineer- 
ing, while  he  felt  none  of  his  boys 
were  involved— they  just  hadn’t  the 
time — proposed  crushing  the  revolt  as 
they  had  crushed  Spring  Day  the  pre- 
ceding year.  All  instructors  w'ould 
simply  announce  that  anyone  who 
cut  their  classes  to  participate  in  an 
unauthorized  revolution  w'ould  fail 
the  course. 

Dean  Cahill  of  Arts  and  Sciences 
protested  that  this  would  be  pointless, 
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Dean  Cahill  threw  his  own  picked 
Troops  of  the  Forlorn  Hope,  the 
Committee  to  Define  the  Aims  of  a 
Liberal  Education,  against  the  charg- 
ing enemy.  Without  shields  or  armour 
the  dean's  company,  known  to  them- 
selves as  "Fred  Cahill’s  Shit  List,” 
were  cut  to  pieces.  The  Baron  O’- 
Rourke was  captured  by  three  burly 
tackles  and  carried  to  the  rear.  Things 
were  going  badly  for  the  faculty,  who 
were  being  driven  back  into  the 
heavy  traffic  of  Route  116.  They  had 
to  keep  pushing  the  button  on  the 
traffic  light  to  keep  from  being  run 
down. 

The  day  was  saved  from  utter 
disaster  when  a quick  thinking  as- 
sistant professor  of  Psychology  rode 
between  the  two  fighting  bodies  and 
shouted  for  an  instant’s  silence.  When 


for  with  the  revolt  all  athletes  had 
ceased  attending  classes.  The  only  ex- 
pedient was  the  use  ot  force,  and  he 
claimed  the  position  of  honour  in  the 
forefront  of  the  battle  for  his  men- 
at-arms.  Brute  force  was  determined 
to  be  the  only  recourse,  and  the  nobles 
began  to  muster  their  men  on  the 
North  Pleasant  Street  side  of  the 
Campus  Pond. 

Command  of  the  rebels  had  been 
assumed  by  a 36-year  old  football 
lineman  named  Charles  Horse. 
Charlie  had  been  a professional  uni- 
versity student  since  he  entered  the 
school  at  eighteen.  Of  late,  however, 
his  eyes  had  begun  to  grow  bad  and 
he  had  been  gouging  some  of  the 
wrong  people  on  the  field.  To  rectify 
this,  the  Athletic  Dept  had  laid  out 


S2  50  for  a pair  of  contact  lenses, 
which  Horse  promptly  swallowed.  It 
was  reluctantly  decided  to  drop  the 
veteran  from  the  pay-roll.  He  was 
packing  his  bag  when  the  revolt  be- 
gan that  swept  him  to  the  heights  of 
power. 

The  athletes,  reenforced  by  many 
Phys  Ld  majors  and  athletic  sym- 
pathizers, had  set  up  headquarters  in 
the  undamaged  wing  of  the  Currie 
Hiques  Chateau.  It  was  from  this 
place  then,  that  a flying  column  of 
picked  lacrosse  and  football  players 
marched  out  to  break  up  the  faculty’s 
dispositions.  Headed  by  their  chief- 
tan  in  person,  they  charged  directly 
through  Campus  Pond,  a maneuver 
entirely  unanticipated  by  the  men-at- 
arms  under  the  command  of  the  Due 
de  McGuirk. 


The  Committee  to  Define  the  Aims  of  a Liberal  Education  receives  the  charge  of  tha.frosh  lacrosse  team. 
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A visitor  came  to  a small  town  in 
Georgia  and  immediately  noticed  a 
preponderance  of  children  of  all  ages. 
This  unusual  situation  aroused  his 
curiosity  and  he  asked  the  town  police- 
man about  it.  The  cop  rubbed  his 
chin  and  drawled. 

"It’s  this-a-way.  That  damn  Florida 
Express  train  rushes  by  ' here  every 
morning  at  half-past  six.  It’s  too 
late  to  go  back  to  sleep  and  too  early 
to  get  up.” 


Little  Johnnie,  being  reprimanded 
by  his  teacher  for  being  tardy  for 
school,  remonstrated  .with  the  follow- 
ing excuses: 

"Ma  woke  Pa  up  in  the  middle  of 
the  night  saying  she  heard  something 
in  the  hen  house.  Pa,  who  sleeps  in 
the  raw,  grabbed  his  loaded  shotgun 
and  ran  out  into  the  yard.  Pa  stood 
there,  with  his  gun  pointing  at  the 
chicken  house  waiting  for  something 
to  come  out  when  our  old  hound  dog 
came  up  behind  Pa  with  his  cold 
nose  . . . and  we’ve  been  cleaning 
chickens  since  three  o’clock  this  morn- 
ing. 


UNWANTED  VISITOR 

A recent  annexation 
Imposes  a vexation 
Below  the  scope  of  scorn. 

To  fulfill  desire 
Would  merely  require 
That  the  drip  be  gone. 
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Dear  Editor: 

I am  25  years  old  and  a freshman  at  the  University. 
I am  also  a veteran;  before  I enrolled  at  the  University  I 
heard  about  and  seriously  believed  in  fraternities.  I heard 
of  the  bars  and  parties  and  singing  and  spirit  of  eternal 
brotherhood.  Now  that  I’m  here  at  the  University,  my 
floor  counselor  (a  senior  and  also  a veteran ) says  that 
there  are  no  fraternities. 

Please  tell  me  the  truth,  are  there  fraternities? 

Papa  says,  "If  you  see  it  in  Ya-Hoo  it’s  so.” 

Philip  Phunk 
Univ.  of  Massachusetts 

Philip,  your  dorm  counselor  is  wrong.  He  has  been 
affected  by  the  skepticism  of  a skeptical  age.  He  is  one  of 
the  many  who  do  not  believe  in  anything  he  can  not  see. 
In  thi«  great  universe  of  ours  a dorm  counselor  is  a 
mere  insect,  an  ant,  in  his  intellect  as  compared  with  the 
boundless  world  about  him,  as  measured  by  the  intelligence 
capable  of  grasping  the  whole  truth  and  knowledge. 

Yes,  Philip,  there  are  fraternities,  ^hey  exist  as  cer- 
tainly as  50  caliber  machine  guns  and  3.5  rocket  launchers 


exist,  and  you  know  that  they  abound  and  give  to  your 
life  its  highest  beauty  and  joy.  Alas!  how  dreary  would  be 
the  world  if  there  were  no  fraternities.  It  would  be  as 
dreary  as  if  there  were  no  G.I.  Bill  or  fatigue  caps.  There 
would  be  no  childlike  faith  then,  no  poetry,  no  romance 
to  make  tolerable  this  existence.  The  eternal  light  with 
which  childhood  fills  the  world  would  be  extinguished. 

Not  believe  in  fraternities!  You  might  as  well  not  be- 
lieve in  Spring  Day  or  North  College.  You  might  get 
your  dorm  counselor  to  get  the  administration  to  go 
checking  all  about  the  campus  for  signs  of  fraternal 
revelry,  or  even  signs  of  fraternities,  but  even  if  they  did 
not  find  one  single  fraternity,  what  would  that,  prove. 
Nobody  at  the  University  sees  fraternities,  but  that  is  no 
sign  that  there  are  no  fraternities.  The  most  real  things 
on  this  campus  are  the  things  that  nobody  sees.  Did  you 
ever  see  fairies  dancing  on  Mem.  Hall  lawn  (if  you  have, 
don't  let  it  get  off  campus)  ? 

'No  fraternities?’  Thank  God,  they  exist.  A thousand 
years  from  now,  Philip,  nay  ten  times  ten  thousand  years, 
they  will  continue  to  make  glad  the  hearts  of  I.F.C.  pres- 
idents everywhere.  Yes,  Philip,  there  are  fraternities. 

Jack 


\ 
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from  The  Rime  of  the  Ancient  Mariner,  part  VII 


"Dear  Lord,"  he  prayed  as  he 
spread  his  hand  out  fervently.  "I'm 
lost.  Please  help  me  find  my  way  out 
of  here.” 

As  he  was  praying,  a little  bird  hap- 
pened to  fly  over  and  dumped  squarely 
into  the  middle  of  Gunder's  out- 
stretched hand. 

"Oh  please,  Lord,"  he  begged, 
"don’t  hand  me  that.  Really,  I am 
lost.” 


A New  York  advertising  executive, 
while  spending  a vacation  at  his  home 
town,  was  asked  by  the  parent  teachers 
association  if  he'd  be  kind  enough  to 
present  the  awards  to  the  high  school 
graduating  class.  He  accepted,  but 
when  he  arrived  at  the  school  he  was 
appalled  by  the  general  appearance  of 
the  teen-aged  girls. 

"Why  you  can’t  tell  any  more  if 
they’re  male  or  female,”  he  complained 
to  one  of  the  parents.  "Look  at  that 
one  over  there  with  the  crew  cut, 
smoking  a cigarette.  Is  that  a male  cr 
a female?” 

”1  can  assure  you,”  said  the  exasper- 
ated parent  "that  that  one  is  a female. 
She’s  my  daughter.” 

"Oh,  I am  sorry,  sir,”  said  the  ad- 
man, "But  you  must  admit  that  I 
couldn’t  know  you  were  her  father.” 
"I’m  not,"  came  the  cool  response, 
"I’m  her  mother.” 


There  was  a young  lady  whose  eyes 
Were  deep  as  the  bluest  of  skies, 

But  when  she  was  vexed 

— Or  else  over-sexed 

They  glistened  as  night  fire-flies. 

Dan  Hememvay 


• I think  Jim  and  Sally  were  the  cutest 
couple  on  the  floor  last  night. 

Oh,  did  you  go  to  a dance? 

No,  a fraternity  party! 
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YA-HOO,  ever  looking  for  new 
and  fresh  faces  is  pleased  to  present 
Miss  Judy  Lawson,  a frosh  lovely 
who  would  be  an  asset  to  any  col- 
lege magazine.  When  Judy  tells  fel- 
low students  she  goes  to  Stock- 
bridge  (she  majors  in  floral  design) 
she  usually  garners  a few  raised 
eyebrows.  When  we  first  spoke  to 
her,  we  noticed  more  obvious 
reason  for  said  expression. 

Judy,  besides  being  a Winter 
Carnival  finalist,  has  been  active  in 
Campus  Varieties  and  student  dance 
work. 

She  comes  from  Taunton,  lives  at 
Arnold  and  tells  us  she's  transfer- 
ring to  the  University.  A word  to 
the  wise  - - - AL  3-9111. 
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Really  Mark,  I'm  not  prone  to  argue. 


EVERYONE'S  SUBSCRIBING— WHY  DON'T  YOU? 


Enclosed  you  will  find  70  cents  ($.70)  in  check  or  money  order  for  one  year's  (three 
issues)  subscription  to  YA-HOO,  the  undergraduate  humor  magazine  at  the  University 
of  Massachusetts. 

Please  send  my  three  issues  to: 

Name  

Street  

City  State 
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Real  Used  Rooks 
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JOCKERIE  . . . 

Continued  from  page  6 

it  was  granted  he  rose  in  his  stirrups 
and  shouted  at  the  rebels,  "I  have  a 
personal  message  for  one  of  you;  I 
understand  a certain  young  lady  is  ex- 
pecting a baby.  If  you  personally  do 
not  leave  at  once  I'll  reveal  the 
father's  name.”  After  a moment  of 
sheepish  silence  the  athletes,  one  by 
one,  began  to  steal  away;  a few  of 
those  with  more  presence  of  mind 
hog-tied  the  captive  O’Rourke  and 
carried  him  off  with  them.  When 
they  learned  how  they  had  been  duped 
the  athletes  executed  the  captive 
baron  as  had  been  Edward  II;  they 
burned  his  bowels  out  with  white  hot 
irons  in  such  a manner  as  to  leave  no 
mark  upon  his  body.  It  wras  an  event 
which  all  in  the  rebel  camp  had 
been  looking  forward  to. 


. While  Dean  Cahill  wept  desolately 
among  the  scattered  bodies  of  the 
Committee  to  Define  the  Aims  of  a 
Liberal  Education,  the  Due  de  Mc- 
Guirk  went  to  the  King  for  aid.  In  the 
mountaintop  palace  the  Duke  was  re- 
ceived by  John  Gillespie,  Lord  Cham- 
berlain to  the  king.  "Is  His  Majesty 
likely  to  grant  me  royal  troops? " 
asked  the  Duke  as  they  marched 
down  the  long  halls. 

"His  Majesty  is  not  the  one  whom 
you  must  convince,”  replied  the 
Chamberlain,  "for  he  is  soon  to  ab- 
dicate. The  person  whom  you  must 
convince  is  the  probable  successor  to 
the  throne.” 

"And  he  is?” 

"The  Lord  Chancellor,  Shannon  the 
Elammer,  aspires  to  the  crow'n.” 


"With  good  reason?” 

The  Lord  Chamberlain  only  de- 
livered himself  of  a Gallic  shrug  as 
he  threw  open  the  throne  room  door 
and  bawled,  "His  Excellency  the  Due 
de  McGuirk!"  and  then,  in  an  aside, 
hissed,  "Kneel,  Stupid!” 

"My  good  friend  of  McGuirk,"  the 
king  said  warmly,  "to  you  I give  my 
royal  greeting.  Hi!” 

The  King  withdrew  to  a small 
chamber  off  the  throne  room  with  the 
Lord  Chancellor  and  the  Comte  de 
Hopkins  to  consider  the  duke’s  re- 
quest. He  shortly  returned,  smiling 
broadly,  and  w'alked  straight  to  the 
throne,  beside  w'hich  was  a red  tele- 
phone with  a direct  line,  24  hours  a 
day,  to  the  Liberal  Arts  Annex.  "I 
want  M.  le  Marchel  Weaver  and  M. 
le  Marchel  Marchant  at  the  Palace  at 
once,”  he  snapped  and,  turning  to 
the  Comte  de  Hopkins,  "and  have 
your  page  boy,  Billy,  fetch  some  maps 
and  pointers.” 

* * * 

Each  marshal  refused  to  meet  the 
other  in  the  other’s  office,  for  neither 
of  them  would  concede  that  the  other 
wras  senior  to  him.  The  Hatch  w'as 
decided  upon  as  common  ground  for 
a General  Staff  meeting,  and  Ser- 
geant Dobson  w'as  sent  over  with 
S10.00  worth  of  nickles  to  play  the 
"Battle  Hymn  of  the  Republic"  on 
the  jukebox  to  create  a suitable 
atmosphere.  When  the  officers  ar- 
rived, however,  there  w'ere  no  tables, 
so  they  had  to  abandon  their  plan- 
ning session.  On  their  w'ay  back  to 
their  offices  the  tw'o  commanders  de- 
cided that  the  only  time  the  rebellion 
could  be  crushed  w'as  on  a Tuesday 
between  1100  and  1150  hours,  for 
•that  was  the  only  time  troops  were 
available. 

Army  ROTC  gathered  on  the  wom- 
en's athletic  field,  almost  under  the 
chateau’s  battlements,  and  Air  Force 
mustered  at  the  men’s  field,  for  that 
was  the  w'ay  it  had  always  been  done. 
The  only  attempt  at  coordination  was 
at  1015  hours  the  morning  of  the 
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attack  when  Colonel  Marchant  sent 
a message  to  Colonel  Weaver. 
Weaver’s  troops  had  at  their  disposal 
numerous  M-l  rifles  which,  although 
they  had  no  firing  pins,  could  be 
swung  with  murderous  effect.  Mar- 
chant,  whose  men  had  only  their  fists 
to  fight  with,  requested  a more 
equitable  distribution  of  weapons.  M. 
le  Marchel  Weaver  replied  he  would 
be  pleased  to  re-distribute  the  weapons 
on  the  condition  that  M.  le  Marchel 
Marchant  submit  to  M.  le  Marchel 
Weaver’s  command  over  all  ROTC 
personnel  as  a unified  force.  M.  le 
Marchel  Marchant  declined  politely, 
saying  it  was  the  position  of  M.  le 
Marchel  Weaver  to  submit  to  him. 

Both  detachments  were  consi- 
derably under  officered,  for  many 
were  the  jocks  who  put  their  sense 
of  social  justice  above  their  sense  of 
military  duty.  After  taking  attendance 
and  after  a 15  minute  wait  while 
cadets  ran  back  to  the  Liberal  Arts 
Annex  for  the  forgotten  guidons, 
Weaver  made  signal  to  Marchant.  "I 
am  attacking,”  said  the  marshal. 
'’Bully, ” replied  the  marshal. 

* * * 

M.  le  Marchel  Weaver  had  to  com- 
mit all  his  men  in  the  initial  as- 
sault, for  he  did  not  have  enough  to 
keep  a reserve,  at  1135  hours.  Every 
unit  except  3rd  Battallion,  which 
Captain  Wilcox  had  marched  over  a 
bluff  into  the  Connecticut  River  to 
prove  their  devotion  to  him,  toiled  up 
the  slope  and  achieved  a slight  pene- 
tration into  the  barricades  of  rubble 
surrounding  the  gym.  Where  was 
Marchant?  Armour  ROTC  had  not 
the  numbers  to  continue  its  advance 
alone.  3rd  Battallion  was  sorely 
missed,  as  was  Captain  Wilcox,  who 
lacked  the  presence  of  mind  to  stop 
at  the  brink  of  the  bluff  and  so  was 
lost  with  his  men. 

M.  le  Marchel  Marchant  watched 
through  field  glasses  from  the 
WMUA  radio  shack  atop  the  stands 
as  the  green  uniformed  men-at-arms 
were  driven  back  from  the  fortifica- 


tions. "Let’s  see  how  much  good  their 
goddam  rifles  do  them  now!”  he 
cackled  to  Major  Sprague. 

The  retreat  turned  into  a rout,  and 
soon  the  Bay  State  Rifles  was  the 
only  unit  left  on  the  women’s  athle- 
tic field.  The  jocks  shouted  down  at 
them,  "You  have  done  all  that  brave 
men  could  do!  Lay  down  your  arms 
and  surrender,”  or  its  four  letter 
equivalent.  "The  Old  Guard  dies,  but 
never  surrenders!”  was  the  hoarse  re- 
ply as  the  remaining  Bay  State  Rifles, 
with  fixed  bayonets  and  carrying  the 
state  colours,  hurled  themselves  on  the 
enemy  and  died  to  a man. 

With  captured  army  rifles  the 
jocks  made  a sortie  that  caught  Air 
Force  ROTC  marching  through  the 
athletic  field  gates.  Half  in  and  half 
out  they  nevertheless  fought  man- 
fully until  promptly  at  1150  hours 
when  their  service  expired  until  next 
week.  They  took  off  their  ties  and 
blouses  and  all  went  to  lunch. 

* * * 

No  force  now  stood  between  the 
insurgent  athletes  and  complete  con- 
trol of  the  University.  A forage  de- 
tail was  sent  in  to  the  Amherst  pack- 
age stores  to  "requisition”  supplies 
for  the  triumphant  army.  When  one 
merchant  objected  to  all  his  liquor  be- 
ing "requisitioned"  he  was  beaten  up 
and  his  provisions  "confiscated”  in- 
stead. 

Filled  with  Dutch  courage  they  be- 
gan to  move  on  the  women’s  dormi- 
tories, looting  as  they  went.  Once 
there,  however,  they  were  dispersed 
by  a determined  charge  of  house 
mothers,  for  all  orgies  of  sex  and 
drunkenness  had  to  be  authorized  by 
the  Dean  of  Women.  Since  she  was 
at  the  turreted  palace  of  the  King 
the  disorganized  forces  began  wind- 
ing up  the  mountain  toward  the 
castle;  as  darkness  drew  on,  torches 
were  lit.  The  mob,  whose  alcohol  con- 
tent was  now  about  87%,  closed  in  a 
circle  around  the  palace  with  shouts 
of  "a  has  Mather”  and  other 

obscenities. 


Inside  the  palace  all  was  confu- 
sion; many  nobles  swore  to  defend 
their  sovereign  to  the  death;  others 
quietly  decamped  out  rear  windows. 
The  Lord  Chancellor  urged  a policy 
that  would  keep  royal  power  intact. 
"After  all  M.  le  Roi  must  consider 
that  there  shall  be  successors  to  the 
throne!” 

"I  shall  speak  to  them  from  the 
battlements,”  the  King  exclaimed  as 
he  started  for  the  stairs. 

"No,  Your  Majesty!"  cried  the 
loyal  Comte  de  Hopkins,  interposing 
himself.  "Your  life,  the  succession,  is 
in  danger!” 

Continued  on  page  17 


Dress  fit  to  Kill 
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Continued  from  page  16 

"Mind  your  own  business!”  snap- 
ped Shannon  the  Hammer.  The  King 
bounded  for  the  stairs,  which  gave 
way  beneath  his  feet.  "I  must ^ hay e 
been  mad  to  pay  100  lines  a month 
for  this  firetrap!”  the  monarch 
swore  as  he  climbed  another  flight 
of  stairs. 

As  the  royal  figure  appeared  on 
the  battlements  a discordant  fanfare 
was  sounded  by  the  remnants  of  the 
ROTC  band  which,  scant  hours  be- 
fore, had  played  M.  le  Marchel 
Weaver’s  resolute  legionaries  into 
battle.  The  noise  from  the  rebellious 
mob  ceased;  all  attention  was  fixed 
on  the  torchlit  figure  in  the  ermine 
robes  and  blow  lunch  tie.  "By  royal 
proclamation,”  his  voice  rang  sternly 
over  the  assembled  multitude,  "you 
are  all  expelled.  Now  beat  it.” 

The  athletes,  from  force  of  habit, 
packed  their  bags  and  were  gone 
from  the  campus  within  24  hours.  , 

* * * 

The  King,  with  his  principal 
ministers,  the  Marquis  McCune  and 
the  Comte  de  Hopkins  were  gathered 
in  the  royal  apartments  with  the  Due 
de  McGuirk  and  the  two  royal 
marshals,  who  stood  glaring  at  one 
another. 

"Reports  from  my  torture  cham- 
bers indicate  that  this  whole  deplor- 
able incident  resulted  from  student 
dissatisfaction  with  being  constantly 
defeated  on  the  football  field  this 
season,  Warren”  sighed  the  King, 
motioning  for  Comte  Hopkins’  page 
boy  to  pour  more  wine. 

"That  is  difficult  to  credit,  Your 
Majesty,”  murmured  the  Duke,  "for 
after  all,  it  was  no  different  from 
any  other  season.” 

"All  that  is  in  the  past,  gentlemen,” 
smiled  the  King.  "Shall  we  drink  to 
the  future?”  Their  toast  was  inter- 
rupted by  the  imperative  shrilling  of 
a red  telephone.  The  king  picked  it 
up  and  listened  in  silence  for  a few 
moments,  the  smile  fading  from  his 


lips.  He  returned  the  receiver  to  its 
cradle  ■ and  faced  the  nobles;  his 
shoulders  sagged  a little  as  he  said, 
"The  engineers  have  set  the  Engi- 
neering Building  afire  and  . are 
throwing  their,  faculty  ‘ into  the 
flames.” 

"Fetch  maps,  Billy,”  sighed  the 
Comte  de  Hopkins. 

T.B.W. 
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The  cigarette  that  defies  smoking— with  the  startling  double- 
ended  filter.  Guaranteed  to  reduce  any  well  adjusted  smoker  to 
U babbling  psychotic. 


-Just  light  one  end  (either  end)  of  the  brand  new  Psycho  and  experience  the  shock- 
ing sensation  of  burning  filter.  Taste  the  acid  tang,  smell  the  aroma  of  our  new  im- 
proved Hair  filter,  and  watch  yourself  gradually  go  out  of  your  mind! 

Tired  of  lighting  the  "right"  end  of  old  fashioned  single  filter  cigarettes?  Want 
something  different  in  your  smoking  experience?  Buy  Psychos  in  the  flip-top  box! 

■Remember,  in  a recent  survey  at  the  Clearview  Home  For  the  Mentally  111,  it  was 
•found  that  floor  3 of  the  schizophrenic  ward  preferred  Psychos  3 to  1 to  all  filter 
brands. 

So  buy  Psychos  in  the  flip-lop  (and  you  will)  box! 

(Jack  and  Tracy) 
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ILLY-ID  . . . Continued  from  page  3 

The  next  morning  at  precisely  8 A.M.  the  forces  met  and  according  to  war  ethics,  commenced  firing.  Among 
the  Greeks  was  a young  fellow  called  Achilles,  son  of  a god*.  He  was  renowned  for  his  feats  of  daring  and  prow- 
ess as  reported  by  an  intelligible  poet.  Achilles  was  certain  of  victory  and  a swift  return  home.  Unfortunately  for 
the  aspiring  warrier,  his  first  opponent  was  an  illiterate  hoplite  who  had  never  read  Homer.  Thus  this  Trojan  was 
unaware  of  Achilles'  invulnerability.  Not  knowing  that  he  could  not  kill  Achilles,  he  killed  him. 

At  six  in  the  evening  war  was  called  on  account  of  darkness.  Both  sides  retired  to  their  trenches  and  amused 
themselves  by  playing  a game  called  "three  on  a match”. 

*A  marvelous  device  against  the  taint  of  illegitimacy. 

Part  III. 

The  next  day  the  Greeks  again  began  their  attack  upon  the  Trojans.  Carnage  and  Pillage  were  rampant  but 
aside  from  these  two,  no  one  else  so  much  as  threw  a stone.  Aeneas,  at  the  head  of  the  army,  met  his  opponent,  a 
Thebian,  who  also  in  civilian  life  was  in  the  construction  business.  Both  men  chatted  amiably  until  Rome  was 
mentioned.  Ironically  enough  both  men  were  in  the  process  of  bidding  for  the  city’s  construction  and  incensed 
that  the  other  might  be  underbidding.  They  engaged  in  hand  to  hand  combat — ughs  and  oohs  were  interspersed 
with  the  latest  in  building  jargon.  Aeneas  aroused  the  Thebian  with  "your  old  man’s  as  leaky  as  a faucet”.  This 
insult  was  not  taken  lightly — the  Thebian’s  father  was  the  inventor  of  the  washer. 

And  he  sliced  his  opponent  into  two  unequal  parts.  Once  again  the  sun  set  and  back  to  the  trenches. 

Continued  on  page  20 
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ILLY-ID  . . . Continued  from  poge  19 

Part  IV. 


Nineteen  years  after  Paris  and  Helen  set  sail  from  the  harbor  of  Mycenae,  a motley  crew  of  Greeks  were  still 
intent  on  regaining  Menelaus’s  wife.  And  after  nineteen  years,  Paris  was  quite  eager  that  they  succeed. 

The  Greeks  had  secret  meetings  in  order  to  arrive  at  some  unorthodox  method  of  doing  the  Trojans  in. 
Plomer,  a disgruntled  war  correspondent,  was  not  admitted  to  the  meetings.  A Greek  by  birth  but  an  expatriot  by 
conviction,  Homer  was  a reporter  for  the  Papyrus  of  Cairo.  Unable  to  get  any  news  from  the  Greeks,  he  vowed 
revenge  on  them.  So  after  a short  period  of  spying,  he  slipped  through  the  Argive  lines  and  made  his  way  to  Troy. 
Once  there  he  convinced  a Trojan  officer  to  take  him  to  his  leader.  Hector,  the  commander-in-chief,  received  him 
with  praise  and  thanks.  He  readied  the  troops  and  prepared  for  the  enemy.  All  the  Trojans  were  alerted  to  be  on 
guard  for  the  Argives  carrying  packages  lest  one  should  contain  a time  bomb. 

The  Trojans  set  up  a committee  to  arrange  alerts  and  practice  drills.  However  the  Greeks,  unbeknown  to 
Homer,  were  intent  upon  a scheme  of  germ  warfare  and  polluted  the  Trojan  water  supply  with  the  Asian  Flu. 
Everyone  died  except  Hecuba  who  cried  about  it.  Unfortunately  for  the  Greeks,  Helen  died  too  and  the  war  was 
called.  Neither  side  was  victorious.  ' ‘ 

Homer  was  so  sure  that  the  Trojans  could  outsmart  the  Greeks  that  he  submitted  his  interpretation  of  the  war 
to  a publishing  house  who  distributed  several  copies  at  Random.  When  the  Greeks  received  their  copy,  they  found 
it  necessary  to  change  the  general  trend  of  thought  in  order  to  make  it  appear  as  though  they  had  won. 

Part  V.  - . 

Homer  was  banished  from  Greece  and  in  want  of  something  to  do  decided  to  write  the  memoirs  of  Odysseus. 


*Missed  one  of  these  lately,  anyone? 
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FEELTHV 
r PICTURES 
sT  SENIOR 


DAMN,  ITS  (3REAT 
TO  GET  AWAY  FROM 
SCHOOL-  I'AE.yico  IS 

bitching/  Quaint^  f 

PICTURE^QOC/  ^ 


THE  TROUBLE  WITH  MEXICANS 
IS  THAT  THE V HAVEN'T,  ANY 
MORALS.  NO  DECENCY.'  THIS 

stuff  is  pure  , Thrash / 
just  lc^d!  - 


VM/A 


' GOOD  GOt>!  THESE  HOGS  ARE 
GRAZED  WITH  STARVATION. 

I I'VE  GOT  TO  FIND  MY 
flashlight  and  shine  it 
t/N  their  eyes  to  geer 
ithe/a  away  / HERE  IT  lo  - 

)x  HOPE  THE  NEVEREADN 
■BATTER  l ESpEO  R l 


tmmim 


/ 


VJHERE'S  MY  FLASHLIGHT  ? 
T MIGHT  AS  WELL  BUG  m 
‘ H0R5JEY  PIC'S  WHILE 
I '/A  WAITING  TO 
©E  RESCUED- 
P>AKN)THESE  PIGS 

have  GOT  HAIRS  ON 
'EAY-T  always 

" THOUGHT  THEY 

WERE  smooth: 


in 


, Cuc*-  ■ 


m 


3i  ■ 


WHEN  Wet  foun?  EL  GRIZZLED 
REMAINS  we  EENSPECTED  HEEZ 
FLASHLIGHT  ! SURE  EENOUGH 
HEEZ  NEVEREADY  batteries  was 
’ OH  KAY  7 AFTER  THIRTY  YEARS 

OF  CONTINUOUS  USE.  *->U  . 

THE  BULB  HAD  BURNED  OU1T. 


TRADE  fAARVx 


FROM  6 to  9 Ul/ES 
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“Le/’s  get  one  thing  straight ! This  will  not  he  a snap 
course!” 


“ If  one  wishes  to  dispute  a point  in  this  class,  the  cor- 
rect procedure  is  to  raise  one’s  hand!” 
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Peter  was  home  from  his  honey- 
moon about  a week  when  he  finally 
decided  he  should  go  out  one  evening. 
He  assured  his  bride  he  was  just  go- 
ing down  to  the  club  and  there’d  be 
no  women  present.  Imagine  his  sur- 
prise upon  entering  the  dub  to  find  a 
stag  party  going  full  blast. 

Quickly  he  telephoned  his  wife, 
"Darling,”  he  said,  "There’s  a party 
going  on  with  naked  women  dancing 
around.  What’ll  I do.” 

"If  you  can  do  anything,"  answered 
his  blushing  bride,  "Hurry  the  hell 
home.” 


The  teacher  was  explaining  to  the 
grammar  school  students  the  merits  of 
owning  a yearbook  and  having  one’s 
picture  in  it. 

"Just  think,”  she  said.  "Thirty  years 
from  now  you  can  look  in  this  annual 
and  say,  'There’s  Willie  Jones;  he’s  a 
judge  now.  And  there’s  Sally  White; 
she’s  a nurse.  And  there’s 

"And  there’s  the  teacher,”  came  a 
voice  from  the  back  of  the  room. 
"She’s  dead.” 


When  the  wind  blew  a slick  chick’s 
skirt  far  above  her  knees  a wise  guy 
standing  nearby  just  stood  staring  and 
laughing. 

"I  can  see  that  you’re  not  a gentle- 
man,” said  the  embarrassed  lady. 

"And  I can  see  that  you’re  no 
gentleman  either,”  said  the  wise  guy. 


"My  darling,”  the  man  pleaded,  "let 
me  feast  my  eyes  on  your  lovely  face 
and  I'll  buy  you  a sable  muff;  let  me 
hold  your  hand  and  I’ll  buy  you  a red 
fox  stole;  let  me  run  my  fingers  thru 
your  hair  and  I’ll  buy  you  a beaver 
cape;  let  me  kiss  you  and  I’ll  buy  you 
a mink  coat;  let  me  . . 

"Stop!”  she  protested,  "That’s  fur 
enough !” 


Men  of  Distinction  Borrow  from  Tarbell. 
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Just  Like  Mother  Used  To  Make 


Adventure  .......  "I  Was  A Crabtree  Love  Slave,”  by  Johnathan  Gosse 

Expose  ........  "I  Was  A Twenty-Year-Old  Adult  At  The  Drake” 


Travel  ........  Ya-Hoo  Visits  "The  City” 

Humor  ........  Excerpts  from  R.S.O.  Budget  Allotments 

True  Confessions^  . . . . . . "I  Own  The  Student  Union,”  by  Bill  Paul 

/ 

Sport  ........  Exclusive  Photo  Coverage  of  the  Amherst  Regional-U  of  Mass 

Football  Game 

Education  .......  "Raising  Children  for  Fun  and  Profit” 
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